THE REMINISCENCES OF CARL SCHURZ
the eternally unstable and untrustworthy. This picture became
especially impressive when behind a veil of cloud the dull mys-
terious thunder of the plunging avalanches was heard. As we
were favored by constantly beautiful weather I enjoyed this
spectacle frequently and always with a feeling that I cannot
designate otherwise than devotional.

I was so deeply touched by all this magnificence that I
envied every peasant who could spend his life in such surround-
ings. But my enthusiasm was sobered by an enlightening experi-
ence, On the village street of Grindelwald I noticed one day a
man of an intelligent face, who was saluted by the children
playing on the street, with especial interest. From his appear-
ance I concluded that he must be the schoolmaster of the village,
and I was not mistaken. I stopped and asked him for some in-
formation about local conditions, and found him amiably com-
municative. He told me that in the Valley of Grindelwald, a
valley covering hardly more than four or five square miles,
there were people who had never passed its boundaries. The
whole world as seen by them was therefore enclosed by the
Schreckhorn, Monch, Eiger, Jungfrau and Faulhorn. In
my enthusiasm I remarked that the constant sight of so mag-
nificent a landscape might perhaps satisfy the taste of any man.
The schoolmaster smiled and said that the ordinary peasant was
probably least conscious of this grand beauty. He saw, in the
phenomena of nature which he observed, rather that which
was to him advantageous or disadvantageous, encouraging
or troublesome, or even threatening. The cloud formations,
which caused us a variety of sensations and emotions, sig-
nified to him only good or bad weather; the thunder of
the avalanches reminded him only that under certain cir-
cumstances they might do a great deal of damage; he saw
in the fury of the mountain hurricane, not a grand spectacle,
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